In Memory of Private Albert Edward Ayerst

1897 - 1915
(G/14142, 2nd Battalion Royal Fusiliers, City of London Regiment)

Age: 18

Parents: John William Ayerst & Gertrude Jane Chase

Conflict: World War |, The Great War

Country Enlisted In: United Kingdom of Great Britain and Ireland
Country of Death: Gallipoli, Turkiye

Relation: Maternal 2" Cousin 3X Removed

and put on the uniform of the 2nd Battalion, Royal Fusiliers

— the City of London Regiment. He was little more than a boy,
one of thousands who had rushed to answer the call in the
first year of the Great War. His battalion was sent not to
France, but to a new and unfamiliar front: the Gallipoli
Peninsula in Turkiye, where the British and their allies sought
to break the Ottoman Empire’s grip on the Dardanelles.

The voyage itself was long, taking Albert and his comrades
across the Mediterranean, pastislands and harbours whose
names they scarcely knew, until the land rose before them in
jagged ridges and cliffs. The air smelled of salt and gunpowder.
Shells could be heard even before they landed, the deep
thunder rolling across the sea.

When Albert stepped ashore in the summer of 1915, he
entered a world of dust, flies, and sudden death. The Gallipoli
campaign was unlike anything the young Fusiliers had
imagined. The ground was hard and rocky, the hills steep and
unforgiving. Trenches scratched into the earth were shallow,
hot, and crowded, with the stench of unburied waste and the
ceaseless buzzing of flies. Water was precious and always
warm. Soldiers lived on hard
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swatting at insects and watching for the crack of a sniper’s rifle from the ridges above.

Every advance was met with fierce Ottoman resistance. The men went forward under the
burning sun, their mouths dry, their throats raw from dust and thirst. Bullets whined past
and shells burst overhead, sending showers of rock and dirt into the air. Albert endured this
at just eighteen, shoulders aching from the rifle he carried, nerves frayed by the constant
whistle of incoming fire. At night, the hills echoed with shouted orders, groans of the
wounded, and the steady pounding of artillery.

In August 1915, during one of the many desperate pushes inland, Albert was wounded.
Perhaps it was shrapnel tearing through the lines, or a bullet that struck as he rose from a
trench. He was carried back toward the beachhead, where makeshift hospitals strained
under the flood of casualties. Doctors and orderlies worked feverishly, their coats stiff with
blood, their hands trembling from exhaustion. But the conditions were impossible — the
tents were overcrowded, the air stifling, and infection spread quickly.

On the 26th of August, Albert Edward Ayerst died of his wounds. He was buried at sea, the
chaplain’s words carried off by the salt wind as his body slipped beneath the waves. No
stone marks his resting place, only his name on the Helles Memorial, carved alongside
thousands of others who vanished into the sea or the earth of Gallipoli.

He was just eighteen years old. His life, like so many, ended before it could begin. He is
remembered not only as a soldier of the Royal Fusiliers, but as one of the young men who
bore the heat, the dust, and the terror of Gallipoli with quiet courage. Though no grave
holds him, the waters of the Mediterranean became his resting place, and his memory
endures as part of the great roll of sacrifice.
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